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themselves to the one work of fixing the thoughts of 
the dying man on the Buddha, and in order to accom- 
plish this object,, they took turns to enunciate, as 
clearly as possible, in the ears of the dying man, one 
of the names by which he loved best to speak of his 
god when in health ; and these names were uttered 
as often as eight or ten times in a minute. They did 
this in the hope that the departing spirit would thus 
be helped to think of nothing but his god. I noticed 
that Champoo did not call out any of these names, 
but continued to repeat with bewildering yells, " Mind 
you go to heaven." 

At length there came a sudden conviction that the 
poor man had ceased to hear their voices, and all at 
once the continuous and deafening sounds of " Phra 
Arahang " were exchanged for the most dismal bowl- 
ings, in which all the slaves and even the dogs of 
the prince's household joined in a sort of concert. 

I left them, much saddened and perplexed at the 
exhibition of such violent grief for the death of a 
man whom they apparently most cruelly neglected 
in life. 

At twelve o'clock the body of the Saint was laid, in 
its every-day,. shabby dress, with its hands gently 
crossed upon its breast, on the brick floor, at the feet 
of the brass image at whose shrine he was so con- 
stant a worshiper in life. His dress seemed more 
dingy than ever, but the beautiful sunlight that 
streamed over that still figure, all day long, through 
an aperture in the wall, had the effect of making it 
now and then seem like a robe woven of silver tis- 
sue and sunbeams. 

In the afternoon, as I was preparing to attend the 
dead man's funeral, my maid-servant announced the 
Princess Champoo, who walked into my chamber 
accompanied by three little slave-girls, each bearing 
a small silver tray containing fruit and flowers. 
Champoo's eyes were still red from weeping. 

"These are for you, ma'am," said the princess. 
" My poor uncle liked you." 

"And I liked him very much, Champoo," Said I 
kindly, touched by the girl's sad face. " I wish I 
could have done something to make his life easier." 
" Phood tho, he would not let anybody do the 
smallest ofiice for him," said Champoo ; " I think he 
really wanted to die." 
" You believe that he is happy now } " said I. 
" Well," said she, " I am not sure ; I hope, and I 
think he must be happy; but I am not sure, you 
know, and everybody with whom I have spoken has 
said the same., Nobody is sure whether he has gone 
into heaven or turned into some anirnal ; I wish I 
knew. He was very^ good, and the Phra Buddha 
wouldn't be so mean as to punish him for little 
faults, I hope.j 

" Why, I thought he had no faults," said I. 
" O yes, he had," replied Champoo, quite confiden- 
tially ; " he often and often told fibs on my account, 
especially when my father was going to whip me. 
Once, when I ran away from home, he told the prince, 
my father, that I was lost ; and when he found me 
on the other side of the river, going right on to Pak 
Nam, he persuaded me to go back with him, and to 
tell my father that I had lost my way. I did so, and 
I wasn't whipped." She then became silent, but 
broke out after a short pause, saying : " He must 
have gone to heaven, for he was the best man I ever 
knew." And the tears again filled her eyes. 

"These are lovely flowers," I said, taking up one 
of the roses she had brought me, and trying to change 
the conversation. 

" O yes," said Champoo, in a manner which was 
almost fascinating for its artlessness, "they are for 
you; but don't thank me for them, — now don't, — 
for I want you to give me something in return ; I 
am going to barter these flowers ; I don't want 
money — I want something better, — I want a long 
piece of white cambric ; that is what I want." 
" What are you going to do with it, Champoo .' " 
" I am going to wind it round and round my 
uncle's body," said the princess, "and if it is long 
enough, I can cover his face with the end of it, to 
keep off the flies, which are sure to 'light on his face 
as we are carrying him to the Phra Main, or place 
for burning the dead." I went at once to my closet, 
where I had a piece of cambric, which I had ordered 
from Singapore, and tore off' a length of some eight 
yards or more, but when I turned to hand it to her, I 
found her examining with great curiosity some few 
articles that stood on my toilet-table. 

These she suddenly dropped, however, and squatted 
down on the floor, looking, as I thought, not a little 
conscious and confused. But when I gave her the 



cambric she was so delighted that she sprang up, and 
jumped and skipped about the room. She then ex- 
amined its texture, measured its length, bound it 
round her person, and in fact was just as happy in 
its possession as if it were going to serve as a bridal 
robe, and not as a winding-sheet for her poor old 
uncle. 

At length she suddenly bethought herself, and hur- 
ried away in a somewhat unceremonious manner, her 
three little slave-girls following her, leaving the fruit 
and flowers behind them. A few moments after, I 
heard her laughing heartily, and I turned to my win- 
dow with some surprise. She had wound the cambric 
round the dead body of her uncle, and was at that 
moment, with the aid of her slave-girls, dragging in 
a plank whereon to lay him, and a worm crawling 
over it having frightened the slave-girls, excited her 
to peals of laughter. I stood silently watching them. 

After tossing the poor earth-worm hither and thith- 
er on the plank, and laughing merrily at its efforts to 
escape, Champoo at length allowed it to crawl away 
in peace ; they then brought the plank into the tem- 
ple. Presently one of the slaves went out and re- 
turned almost instantaneously with a nice clean bit 
of matting and a leather pillow ; these they arranged 
on the plank, and then, in a more hushed and sub- 
dued manner, they lifted the dead man, all robed in 
white, and laid him on it. This done, they gathered 
some leaves and flowers and placed them all around 
the bier, and, finally, Champoo knelt down and bent 
over the dead man, and said something to him which 
I could not. hear. 

There was an indescribable tenderness and pathos 
in these little ofiices, performed by these young girls 
for their departed relative and master. A moment 
more and they were gone to dress themselves ; but 
the acts themselves, just as they stand, stirred- me 
then to silent tears, and will remain forever fresh in 
my memory. 

About five o'clock the same evening we followed 
the dead man to the Phra Main, but being unable to 
endure the sickening sight, I returned home and left 
the dead saint of the Buddha to be consumed to 
ashes. 

When I reached my chamber once more, I was 
conscious of great fatigue, for we had walked a great 
distance, and I went to my toilet-table to get some 
eau-de-Cologne, when I missed all my rings, three in 
number, which I had that morning seen in a little 
tray on my table. 

I immediately set about searching for them, but 
they were nowhere to be found. I then questioned 
every member of my little household ; but all in vain 
— no one knew anything of their whereabouts. Not 
a little vexed, I returned to the search with renewed 
ardor, when to my astonishment my maid quickly 
said : 

" I see no earthly use in hunting for the rings in 
this house." 

" What do you mean ? " said I, rather abruptly. 

"That there is no doubt in my mind as to the per- 
son who has stolen the rings." 

"And pray, who is it?" 

" The princess who paid you a visit this afternoon, 
ma'am," rejoined my maid. 

" What, stealing with the tears in her eyes for the 
loss of her good old uncle 1 " said I. " It is impossi- 
ble. You are mistaken. Ayah." 

"Well, ma'am," said my maid, "you may believe 
me or not, as you please ; but she is the person who 
has got your rings, and if you don't get them at once 
she'll gamble them away before morning." 

It was very hard for me to believe this of Champoo, 
and I was grieved beyond measure, and did not know 
what to do. Finally, I sent to call the princess to me. 
In she walked, bright and smiling, her tears all dried 
and her grief seemingly quite forgotten, and her man- 
ner as careless as if nothing had happened. 

" Champoo," said I, as gently as I knew how, " did 
you take my rings when you came to visit me this 
afternoon ? " 

" Indeed I did no such thing," was her quick reply. 

"Well, it is very strange, and I do not know what 
to think of it, Champoo," I said. " My servants are 
all trustworthy, and you and your slave-girls are the 
only strangers who have entered this room to-day." 

" Oh, dear me ! " rejoined Champoo, " that is no 
proof at all. You must have dropped the rings 
somewhere or other." And she began pacing the 
room from one end to the other, repeating, "Of 
course, you have dropped them." 

I looked at the girl. So bright and young and con- 
fident did she seem, that I began to blame myself for 



doubting her integrity. But all at once I heard a 
light sound of something coming in contact with the 
marble floor. I stooped, and there was one of my 
missing rings which I picked up ; and all my doubts 
as to the culprit vanished instantly. 

" I knew that you had dropped them somewhere 
about here," added Champoo, continuing her march 
up and down the room. 

But I only replied by saying : " There are two more 
missing." 

Again I heard a slight sound, similar to the first, 
and not far from where the princess stood lay 
another of the missing rings. 

"Now," said Champoo, "you must confess it was 
your own carelessness by which these rings were 
found lying about in this manner. Fare thee well." 
And she sprang to the door. 

" Stop, Champoo," said I, very decidedly. " If you 
go away in this manner I sh^ll think you are much 
worse than you are." And I went up to her and laid 
my hand gently on her arm. I then took her right 
hand, which was closed, as if holding something in it, 
at which the girl smiled, and slowly opened the hand 
and disclosed the missing ring lying in the palm of 
it. I was never more surprised in my life, and the 
perfect coolness with which she exhibited it to me 
almost took away my breath. 

" O Champoo, Champoo ! " said I, at length, " then 
you did take them from my table." 

"I did not take them," said she, "but I.s,tole them 
right under your very eyes and you did not perceive 
it. Here Is the last of your rings'. Take it, but 
please don't tell my father what I have done, or else 
he'll whip me." ' 

I promised, and she turned to go away. But I 
cried, "Champoo, don't go away. Come back, I 
want to say one word to you." , 

"No, no," said shej "you'll preach to me about 
the wickedness of stealing, as my poor uncle used to 
do, and I know all about it. Good-bye." And she 
rushed down the stairs and I thought I heard a sob. 

Shortly after this I heard that Champoo had ran 
away and was nowhere to be found. 

About eighteen months after her flight from home -^ 
a slave-woman brought me another present of flowr 
ers, saying that it was from her mistress, Champoo, , 
who wished me to go and see her, binding me, how- 
ever, not to speak to any one of her whereabouts. 
I did go and see, there and then, to find her living in 
the Chinese part of the city, the wife of a rich China- 
man. She seemed particularly happy as she showed 
me her baby, assuring me that now she had given up 
being wild and was trying to be just as good as she 
could be. — A. H. Leoncnvens. 



A NAUGHTY DARLING. 

I'll tell you a summer story, 

Of a lovely, dainty thing, 
Who has robbed me of peace and heart's ease : 
Yet sweet ! to her I cling. 
She comes to me on tiptoe — pretty wooer. 
To fly like thistle-down if I pursue her. 

When at her feet I kneel. 

Urging my love's fond plea, 
Flashing her wild, bright, violet eyes, . 

She laughs and mocks at me, — 
And willfully declares she does not love me. 
Clapping her tiny hands in glee above me. 

When 'neath the whispering boughs, . 

In the shade of the dewy leaves, 
I take her flower-soft hand in mine. 
And tell her how she grieves, — 
That all my world is in her eyes — yet she 
Doth mock, and laugh, and madly torture me. 

Oh, then so archly turning, 
Love trembles in her face. 
And she floats down, dove-like, tender. 
To my yearning, fond embrace. 
One instant — then the tricksy darling flies. 
And decks her triumph in my tear-dimmed eyes. 

Ah, peaceful Love ! to thee 
My frenzied life I bring ; 
My heart shall find Elysium 
Within a golden ring. 
When, in God's name, it clasps her finger white, 
A radiant sunburst will break through my night. 

Then her sweet face shall hide. 

In hushed and shy. eclipse ; 
Till from her heart, up-tiding love 
Will melt upon her lips : 
Telling " the sweet old story" — sweet and old. 
Hallowed and blessM by that ring of gold. 

— Fanny Barrow. 



